ON    THE    MOORS                     I2J

merely because you have been so often refreshed
there, but chiefly because you know it is the most
familiar gateway to the moors. The moors to the
West Riding folk are something more than a picnic
place, a pretty bit of local countryside. They are the
grand escape. In the West Riding towns you have
something to escape from, for industrial mankind has
done its worst there. But the moors are always wait-
ing for you, and you have only to leave the towns for
an hour or two, climbing the hills, to see them dwindle
into a vague smoulder and a sheen of glass roofs in
the valleys, then vanish, and perhaps be forgotten.
The moors are there, miles and miles of countryside
that has not changed for centuries, and you have only
to squeeze through the little hole in the wall, just
beyond Dick Hudson's, to take your fill of them. It
does not matter who you are, for they are yours while
you are there, and the richest wool man in the town
can claim no more right in them than you can. Once
through that hole in the wall, you have escaped miracu-
lously; and if you were a favoured lad in a fairy
tale you could have no better luck, no more elaborate
transformation worked for you, for one afternoon. So
if you are a stranger to those parts and should visit
them, do not let the black streets, the monotonous
rows of little houses almost set on end, the trams that
drone away between factories, the whole grim para-
phernalia of old-fashioned industrialism, depress you
too much, but please remember that the winds that
suddenly swoop down on the sooty slates have come